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when Anthony names " Of many thousand
kisses the poor last/5 all is lyricism, un-
mixed passion, " the integrity of fire."
Nor does character ever attain to complete
definition in these lamps ready for the
taper, no matter how circumstantial and
gradual the opening of events, as it does
in Falstaff who has no passionate purpose
to fulfil, or as it does in Henry the Fifth
whose poetry, never touched by lyric heat,
is oratorical; nor when the tragic reverie
is at its height do we say, " How well that
man is realised, I should know him were
I to meet him in the street,53 for it is
always ourselves that we see upon the
stage, and should it be a tragedy of love
we renew, it may be, some loyalty of our
youth, and go from the theatre with our
eyes dim for an old Iove5s sake.
I think it was while rehearsing a trans-
lation of Les Fourberies de Scapin in
Dublin, and noticing how passionless it all
was, that I saw what should have been
plain from the first line I had written, that
tragedy must always be a drowning and
breaking of the dykes that separate man
from man, and that it is upon these
dykes comedy keeps house. But I was